in my darkest hour 


Author: whitelightningb25 
Bands: Megadeth 
Characters: Dave Mustaine 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Mon Nov 29 2021 18:09:49 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
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Dave could taste the blood in his mouth, left over from the fight with James, as he stumbled through the 
gravestones. Fitting, he thought, that his weary legs had brought him here. Death stalked him, in the darkness 
of the night, in his rusted out car, on the stage, on buses and in shitty motels along the highway. It was like 
God hated him. 


A trademark sneer twisted his mouth into an ugly snarl. The cold rain plastered his red curls to his forehead, 
running into his eyes, blending with the tears until it was all just a wet mess and he could barely see two 
inches in front of his face. His sneaker caught on a root and he went down, gravel tearing into his knees. Blood 
seeped through his jeans and welled up in the stinging scrapes on his hands. He licked his wounded palms. The 


metallic taste was sharp and surreal, like the world around him. 


He curled in on himself at the base of the giant cross he'd fallen against, shaking as the rain poured down on 


him, soaking through his jeans and his tank top. God, it was cold. 


He felt fucking pathetic. 


Nobody wanted him, nobody needed him. He was just some alcoholic fuckup, just another junkie who'd burn for 


his sins, sins created by a God who had never been there for him. James had made that clear when he'd 


kicked Dave to the curb. 


Dave held the gun in his unsteady hands; the way the barrel shook both disgusted and fascinated him. It wasn't 
even his. He'd stolen it off of the dresser in the apartment before he'd run out into the street, screaming 
curses, yelling at James to back off or he'd blow his fucking head off. He knew he looked unhinged, insane, 
deranged. Dangerous. The cops would be after him soon, he figured, waving a gun around in the street doesn't 


come without consequences. 


He wouldn't be alive long enough for them to bring him in, anyways. 


The gun was loaded. Dave held it under his chin, the cold steel digging into his skin, and he cried. Cried for the 


band he'd lost, cried for the friends he'd lost, cried because nobody was gonna notice he was gone. 


It was fucking pathetic. 


Dave closed his eyes, fingering the trigger. 


This was it. He could end it all-end his pain, his suffering, his addiction, his life. Any chance of making anything 
of himself could be shattered in a heartbeat, any chance of dragging himself out of the hell he'd created could 
go up in flames in an instant. It all rested in his shaking hands. 


Dave laughed bitterly. It felt like a slap in the face, so twistedly fitting, that he would die under the cross. He 
hoped God was happy. He almost wished James and Lars and Ron were here to see him die, to see what they'd 


done to him. 


He jabbed the barrel harder against his jaw. 


"You'll never know how hard | tried to find my space and satisfy you too," He whispered. 


Dave took a breath and pulled the trigger. 


He looked like some sort of fallen angel Deep red mixed with the fiery halo of his hair, an angry snarl frozen on 
his bloody lps until the end of time. Laid out at the bottom of the cross like a kind of fucked up Jesus, a 


perversion of Gods messiah, Dave Mustaine felt pain no more. 


